Farewell to the Old Guard
With his old rapid step he strode to his place at the
head of the columns, faced them. Occasionally a horse
pawed the stones, but not a soldier stirred. Each eye
was grimly on him, but that was because, though they
were warriors, they were also Latin, and each was striv-
ing hard to keep back the sobs.
Bravely his voice rang out. It was full of memories*
In it they coiild hear the clash of arms, the call of trum-
pets, the echoes of a hundred battles in which those vi-
brant tones had urged them on.
"Soldiers of my Old Guard, I bid you farewell. For
twent}*" years I have traveled with you the roads to honor
and glory. In these last days, as in those more prosperous,
you have shown dauntless courage and faith. With hearts
such as yours no cause could be finally lost. But to go
on means endless strife and a civil war that would bring
deeper sufferings to our dear France. Therefore I have
sacrificed my own interests to those of our country.
I depart; but you will still be here and continue to serve
her. Her happiness and yours will still foe the dearest wish
of my heart.
"And do not regret my fate. I sought the bullets, for
it would have been easier to die in battle. Still, I shall do
what I can to follow the paths of honor. And, comradesj
sometime I shall write the history of your own glorious
exploits so that they may be recorded for all centuries to
honor.
"Would that I could embrace each one; but—" he
turned to the commander—"I embrace you all in the
person of your general—" he kissed the folds of the
standard—"and your eagles. Adieu, brave eagles!
Adieu, my children! Adieu, brave comrades! Officers
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